JACOB'S ROOM

Darkness drops like a knife over Greece.

"The guns?" said Betty Flanders, half
isleep, getting out of bed and going to the window,
which was decorated with a fringe of dark leaves.

" Not at this distance," she thought. " It is
the sea."

Again, far away, she heard the dull sound,
is if nocturnal women were beating great carpets.
There was Morty lost, and Seabrook dead ; her
sons fighting for their country. But were the
chickens safe ? Was that some one moving
downstairs ? Rebecca with the toothache ? No.
The nocturnal women were beating great carpets.
Her hens shifted slightly on their perches.